CONFESSION

Whom do 1 love? And must I tell,
Sweetheart, the whole lst through?
1 love—now let me think a spell—
I love—well, 1 love you!

Nay, don’t protest and hide your face—
Dear me! and blushes, too!

And is it, then, a sad disgrace,
My own, that 1 Jove you?

One day you came a-visiting
My heart; no doubt you knew
You entered without knock or ring,
And stayed; so I love you

You're not so very large, and stiil,
1 fear me it is true

That {in my heart no other will
Find place while 1 love you

80 here's a kiss—a new-signed lease;
Thus love shall aye renew

Your frechold in my heart, and peace
Shal!l reign, for 1 love you!

~Chicagoe Dailly Record,
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CHAPTER XXIIL—CoNTINUED,

As we sat down to breakfast, the chevalier
explained that he had made a further search
for the letter, but in vain,

“1 ought to have told you,”
found it.”

“Where?"”

“In the garden—in shreds and tatters.”

He becaine suddenly very silent, and so
we finished our meal. All that day I rest
ed, more for the horses’ sake than my owao,
and be sure 1 did not fail to make fre
quent inquiry of Angiola’s condition, hear
ing each time she was better, and would
certainly see me on the morrow. Whilst
I lay resting, my mind was active. I cast
up the time I had left at my disposal. ]
still had four clear days to carry out my
mission, and tc make my plans to intercept
Bozardo, But after my departure in Pe-
rugia | had need for extra care, and could
not afford to throw away an hour of the
four days that were left to me. There were
many points to think of. Dozarde would uo
doubt be strongly escorted, and if the 40,
000 ducats he had with him were in gold,
they wonld be difficult to carry away, and
would be a great tenfptation to my men.
I could answer for Jacopo and Bande Nere;
of course St. Armande was beyond suspi
cion, my doubts of him were at rest; but
for the others? They might or might not
yvield to temptation. If they did yield, af-
fairs would be serious indeed. 1 deliber
ated long and carefully, making up my mind
to adopt the following course. Tremouille
was but a few miles from me. I would see
him, tell of the enterprise which D'Amboise
had intrusted to me, and ask him to send
a troop, or some trusted men, to whom
I conld hand over the money in case 1 sue
ceeded. If he could send these men on to
Bassoferrato, I meant to ambuscade on the
banks of the Misa, make a dash at Bozardo
there, and, if all went well, they could re
teive the money 1 a few hours, and relieve
me of that anxiety. Of course, Tremouille
wight veluse to see me; he might even do
werse; vut 1 would give him the chance
and eccept the risk,

When [ came to think of it, it was hard-
ly possilie that he was unacquainted with
the cardincl's Jdesign, and I eould form no
Letter plan than the one I had resolved
vpon. I would have to deny myself the
pleasure of seeing Angiola on the morrow,
but the four days gave me no margin. The
iay’s rejpose did me much good, and, after
wpper, which we took about six o'clock,
I ordered Lastor to be saddled. St. Armande
looked surprised, but [ wasted no words,
telling him briefly that I was bound on
business, and that on my return we should
Lave to make an immediate start. 1 refused
all offer of companionship, and shortly after
Castor and 1 were galloping through the
glow of a late sunset to the cawnp of Tre-
mauille.

[ skirted the shores of Trasimene, the
coud being easier there, and, as I went on,
could not help wondering to myself what
manuer of reception I would have from the
duke. Good or bad, I was determined to
see hini, and 1 soon caught sight of the line
of tents, cresting the hills that overhung
the defile where Hannibal caught the Ro
wans. The tents were soon lost fo view
In the gray of the coming night. One by
one the camp fires hegan to light the hills;
the mist that rises herg after sundown en-
veloped me, and, slackening speed, I let
Castor pick his way up an ascending road,
covered with loose stones, and cut into ruts
and fissures. In awhile I came to an out-
post, and, at once challenged by the sen-
tiy, and surrounded by the picket. T ex-
plained that 1 was from Rowe to see the
duke, and could not possibly give the pass-
word. The officer of the watch rephed that
this was my affair, not his, and that I would
have to remamn here nutil the worning, or
until a field officer inspected the posts, in
which case he would take his orders. There
was no help for it, and 1 rvesigned myself to
vircumstances, with an impatient heart. So
an hour or two passed, which | beguiled by
discourse with the subaltern, telling him
of Rome (he was a cadet of the hovse of
Albani), and hearing petty items of news
in return, the chief of which was that the
Beigneur de Dayard had returned to the
camp. Even as he said this, we heard the
deep bay of a hound, and I recognized Dran's
throat.

“Per Dacco! It is Bayard himself going
the grand rounds,” exclaimed the subaltern,
springing to his feet, and giving the order
for the juen to stand at attention. In a
fow minytes we heard the sound of horses’
hoofs, the sharp clink of steel seabbards,
and a half-dozen horsemen rode up. As
they approached, Castor neighed in recogni
tion ol his twin brother, and an answering
call showed that Pollux knew the greeting,
und gave it buck. The hound, too, came up,
and, raising on his hind feet, fawned a
weleome to me. 1 made myself known to
Bayard at once.

“Ciel!” he said, “you are the last man 1
expected (o meet, and you want to see the
duke; come with me then.”

On our way | told him of the success of
my attempt to [ree Angiola.

“We have just heard of it,” he said, “and
it has gone far in your favor. In fact, Mme.
de la Tremouille, who is back again, could
speak of nothing else at supper this even-
ing. It was & brave deed, and | envied your
tuck, cavaliere.”

I told him of my plan, inquiring if he
tnought Tremouille would give me the as
sistance I wanted, pointing out that the
movement of any troops, where | wanted
the detachment to go, could not possibly be
taken as a breach of the truce.

“As for the truce,” he made answer, “it
in in the air. The king has really left Ma
con at last. It is said that the advance
weird under the Seneschal of Beaucaire has

I said, “I have

already crossed the Ombrone. Tremouille
cannot possibly refuse, and here we are.”

We pulled up to the entrance of a large
pavilion, cut of whose open door a broad
band of light streamed into the night.

“Follow ma,” said Bayard, and 1 did so,
the guarls saluting respectfully as we en
h‘l'wl.

1 bad not time to look about me, but saw
that Tremouille, who was in his armor,
was pacieg up and down the tent, with his
limping gait, and dictating a dispatch to
his secretary. He stopped short in his walk,
and, greeting Bayard cheerfully, looked at
me with a grave surprise,

“This is M. di Savelli,” said Bayard. “lle
has business of such importance with your
excelleney, that | have taken it upon my-
self to bring hiin here.”

The duke glanced at me keenly, the thin
lines of Lis lips closing together

“Are you aware of the risk you run by
coming to my camp:” he asked.

“l am perfectly aware, your excellency,
but--"

“You must either be a fool,
brave man,” he interrupted,

“1 lay claim to neither honor, my lord,
and 1 take the risk; will you hear me?"”

He nodded, and 1 laid my proposal before
him. When 1 had finished, his face ex
pressed approval,

“Very well,” he said, “I
Hawkwood. i you succeed,
money over to him.”

“I understund, my lord,” and, bowing, |
retired.  As | reached the door of the pa-
vilion, 1 heard the duke’s voice again:

“M. di Savelhi.,”

“My lord,” and T faced him.

“Succecd in this, and count me as a
friend. I give the word of Tremoniile.”

“I thauk your exceliency,” and, turning
again, 1 went forth. Bayard followed me
out,

“I have half a mind to ask ycu to let me
share your adventure,” he said; “I am
afraid, however, they will not allo% me to
go. At any rate, 1 will ride back to the
outposts with you—down, Bran,” and he
swung inte the saddle.

When 1 shook hands with Bayard on
parting from him, his last speech was: “Be
careful, eavaliere, for Tremouille is a man
of his word—if you fail, however, remember
the game is not yet lost—good-bye, and
.‘m\n. luck.”

I turned Castor's head towards the con
vent, and, leaving the camp fires behind me,
went on through the darkness. It was
midnight when 1 reached the villa. Those
tough old soldiers, Jacopo and Bande Neve,
were on the watch. Everything was ready;
and, after sharing a skin of wine all round,
we rode out—shadowy figzures through the
mist, now faintly lit up by a young moon,
whose thin crescent lay quietly in the sk
I looked back at the walls of the convent
from a window of an upper chamber a hight
was shining. Perhaps it was hers! And |
bent down my head in a silent prayer for
God’s help in my fight back to honor.

CHAPTER XXIV,
TOO DEARLY BOUGHT

About a mile from Arcevia the road
from Sinigaglia to Rome begins to ascend
the oak-alirouded hills whence the Misa has
its source, passes Sassoferrato, and then,
turning due south, goes on for some nine
miles over the mountains. At the point
where this road, up to now following the
Lanks of the Misa and advancing in a gen
tle slope, begins the somewhat abrupt us
cent of the outer chain of the 'ennine Alps,
on a high overhanging rock, covered with
twisted end gnarled oaks, stood a ruined
and deserted castle. It was of the eleventh
century, and originally belonged to the
Malatesta, whose battered and
scutcheon frowned over the half-falling arch
of the gate. Now it was ownerless, but
there were tenanta there, for the falcon had
made her eyrie in its rocks, in the crannies
of the falling towers were numberless nests
of swallows, on the ruined debris of the
walls the little red lizard basked in the
sunlight, and, when the night came, the
melancholy hoot of the owl was heard, and
tawny fox, and gray wild cat, stole forth
on plundering quests, from their secure re
treats amidst the thorn, the wild serpy
thum, and the fragments of the overthrown
outer wall, which afforded these bandits
of nature so safe a hiding place.

For once, however, for many years, the
castle was again occupied by man. There
were a dozen good horses under the lee of
the north wall which still stood intact, and
in the great hall, part of whose roof lay open
to the sky, a fire of oak logs was burning,
whilst around it were gathered Jacopo and
my men, cracking jokes and finding the bot
tom of a wine skin. In a smaller cham-
ber, a little to the right, I sat with 5t. Ar-
mande and the abbe. We, that is the cheva-
lier and myself, had been dicing a littie to
gether to kill time, the abbe improving the
occasion by reading from his breviary. We
had now heen here for three days, on the
watch for Bozardo’s party, but there was
no sign of them. They had certainly not
gone on, for we had carefully inquired, and
were doubtless detained by some reason,
of which we knew not the details. In order
not to be taken by surprise, 1 had
Bande Nere on to scout, with instructions
to come back with a free rein, the instant
he had news of the party. Two days had
passed since he went, there was no sign of
liim, and 1 was beginning to feel a little
anxious.

“Diavolo!” 1 exclaimed, “I am getting
sick of sitting like a vulture on a rock here
1 wish Mr. Bozardo would hasten Lis steps.”

The abbe looked up in mild surprise, and

Armande put in gently: “The compul
sory rest has done your vwound good at any
rate.”

“I faney, chevalier, T owe more thanks to
vour skillful doctoring than to the rest.
Per Bacco! But I think I shall carry those
claw marks to my grave.”

“What one carries to the grave does not
matter,” said the abbe; it is what one car-
ries beyond the grave that the signor cava
liere should think of.”

“True, reverend sir, I trust 1 msy ever
remember that,” and, rising, 1 put my hand
on St. Armande’s shoulder; “come, cheva-
lier, I go to take a turn outside, will you join
me?”

He rose with pleasure on his face. On our
way out we pasgsed through the great hall,
and listened for a moment to Jacopo, who
in a tuneful voice was singing a Tuscan love
song. So absorbed was he and his audience
that they did not observe us, nor did our
footfalls attract any attention as we passed
out into the open air,

The moon was still young enough for all
the stars to be visible, and, leaning over the
ruined battlements, we looked out into the
night.  Far below us we heard the river,
murmuring onwards towards the sei; be-
hind us the castle stood, grim und silent, a
red light showing from the windows of the
hall, through which we could catch the 'ilt-
ing chorus to Jacono's song.

For a time neither of us gnoke, and then,
to make some conversation, | turned to my
companion.

“Who is that hove, chevalier, who ac-
companies you ever)'whcrc'.’ Not a tutor,
surely ?”’

“In a way—yes,” he answered; "he was
born and Lrought up on our estates, and s a
feitiuful servant of ousr house—you must
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know,” bic went on, “st:at in Picardy the
name of St. Arniande »w honored as that of
the king. 1 would trust Carilon with more
than my life; my honor, il need be; for he
and his tathers have served us more faith
ully, 1 fear, than we have served 'rance.”

“Not more faithfully than you wean to,
though-eh, 8t. Armande!”
“1 1 hive,” was the reply, as he made a

a movement of the head that
to me the shadowy memory 1
was always tryiug to grasp
“Live- why, of course you
answored
“1 shall not see the sun set to-morrow,”
I looked at him blankly for a woment

ure,

will

!

; laden mules,
live,” 1|

| country,

Moon and stars were sutlicient to hight his |

face, so that | conld sce the sad, faraway
eves, eyes more it for a saint than a wsol-
dier,

“Animo' Do not talk like that. It isnon
sense,” but 1 felt a foreboding myseif that 1
ceuld not account for, and it chilled me

“It is not nonsense,” he said, in his dreamy
voice, and then, as if rousing suddenly
“Cavaliere—di Savelli—] vt you to prom
ise me one thing. Do not hesitate, but prom
ise. It is about myeelf | will you!"
and he held me by the arm with his slight
fingers that 1 felt were shaking
him I answered, gravely: “I promise.”

“I know that 1 wili not live beyond to
morrow. \When | die bury me as | aw
lere—here in this rain—and—and you will
not forget me, will you?”

As e
his face took an expression that suddenly
hro'l,.'hl back a hundred old memor 8, no
longer vague and misty, but clear and dis
tinet. In a moment the seales fell from 1
eyes, and | saw. [ seemed to be onece more
hawking on the bunks of the Chiana witl
madame; 1 was once more in the amles of the
church at Arezzo, treading down tempt
tion and bidding farewell to a woman who
was trying to be strong.

“God in heaven!” 1 gasped to myself, a
I leaned back against the parapet and drew
wy hand across my forehead, as if to waks
myself from a dream. St. Avmande dud not
notice my exc lamation; he did not even ob
serve my movement, His own excitement
carried him away

“Promise,” he =aid, and shook my arm in
his earncst entroaty

“As there 15 a God above me I proniise

“1 believe you,"” he said, mmply, “and now
I am going in.”

I made no offer to bear him company, and
his slight figure cfr'flrvl into the l..'\\rl‘.‘h‘l.‘
I saw it clearly again, making a dak bar

gainst the red glare in the open door of
the hall, and then it vanished feom view. |
was utterly thunderstru kl\l v
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I had made. A hundred actions, a hundred
tricks of gesture, of speech, of manner
should have disclosed 8t. Armande’s identy
ty to me. Now | knew it, it was all o sim

**I know that I will not live beyond to-morrow.”

ple and clear, that I wondered at my dense
ness in not having guessed through the di

guise before. Now that | had discovered it,
however, now that my blindness
what was [ todo? I resoived on keeping the
secret 1 had probed, and never once letting
St. Armande know he was other than what
he pretended to be. A great pity eame )
in my heart, for there was a time when |
almioss thought I loved this woman, and it
required little conceit Lo see, alter what Lad
happened, that wadame was prepared te
make almost any sacrifice for my sake. |
was sorry, more sorry than I ean tell, for |
knew my own hands were not clean in this
matter, and I paced up and down, flinging
bitter reproach at myself, and utterly at .
loss to plan out some way of escaping from

Was Cures

the difficulty in which I was placed. 1 made
up my mind that 8t. Armande, as 1 will still
speak of the disguised chevalier, should b

r, resolving that as soon

placed in no dange

as the affair on which we were eng I w
over, that I would send lum, or rat h r L-A
with a message to the eardinal, and the mes

sage was to be one that, | hoped and trusted,

“1"have been as far 48 ¥izlgaplla, ares
lency, and all goes well, The party left
Sinigaglia the morniug 1 arrived, and 1 fol
lowed in their track, letting them keep well
ehead of me to avord suspicion.  Last night,
however, | Passe d them. They will be here
about noon, maybe a little before,”

“*“The numbera?”

“Ten lances,
those we have to deal with
about a unled servants,
and Monsignore Bozarde,

“Um! That is rather strong, if the serv
ants carry weapons.”

“But they march as through a friendly
signore, the servants going om
ahead to prepare for monsignore' s srrival
e himseif keeps close to the mules, with
un or two men, and of course the escort.”

“Do you know who commands the escort ¥

for escort. It in
| hen there are
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excelleney,
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“No, excelleney—1 did not wish to risk
anything, and asked no questions.”
“You are right, and have done well—

here are ten crowns.”
“Your excellency
“It is not more than yo
get somethie t now, and take as much
rest as you can within the next hour.”
“Excellency,” and Bonde Nere stopped
back to jain his fello ugded him
with gquestions, and Wi @

wity itself.”
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| bustling and a buckling te of arms and ar

said this his voice took a cadence, |

maour,

When we met a little later my face showed

no signs of my discovery to St. Armande
and whilst we breakfasted together | told
| him that the time was come for which w
had been waiting
Remember your promise,” he said wit?
an affector ';: vety, but his voice nearly broke
down and 1 saw the abbe glance at hun witl
a deep compassion

“but God

“1 will not forget,” 1 answered
grant there may be no need to ke pit

“1 should say ‘Amen’ to that,” he an
swered, “only | cannot.”

My plans were already made, and as soon
as we had breakfasted we set forth from the
castle. The road, as | have already ox
plained, ascended abruptiy & short distanee
irom the base of the 1 k on which the cae
tle was perched Between the base of the
rock and the road was a nary but thick
belt of forest, wihy wded adr vile con
cealment, and ted ourselves
sectire from all v i vl St Ar
mande msisted on ace \ us, and in
wder to put the chevalier from harm |
placed him a little way up the rock, with

structions to charge down as soon as he
heard my whistle, which I n r intended
to blow bhe abbe took his station besid
him, saving where the chevalier was & was

s duty to be. St. Armande held out a
snll hand to me as | was turr and

! 1 took it gently for a ment in mine
1 fmpulsive 1 . nt r r ]
th Ay hind held
lowers | gnthered 1 her hushand = face
Somethi lmost ked we as | turned

e } ol strength 1o re
peat 1 rart z
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seven of
other morning, regurdless of 1l
that the market price of whistling was
bearish. He eirtered an Alley “L"”
at Lexington avenue, opencd his
musical valve left off until
he debarked at Fifth avenu Madi-
son. He broke all rec Is in this city,

territory the
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very
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and never

eand
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whistling.
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numbers in his programmne

in a few marches and two steps, cut In |

with waltzes and polkas and even con-
furnish a few “coon”
songs for good measure. Every inspl
ration and expirntion was accompanied
hy medley of gems
S0 continuous and uninterrupted was
the flow of soul that the other passen.

descended to

a new note in the

| zers abandoned all attempts to rend

would have the eifect of making madani
cease her foolish prank—I had it at this
moment almost in my heart to be angry with |

her; but I eould not, for the small voice that
kept whispering to me—

“Thou art not free from
not: but notl
another wrong
Ihat in itself »
the grave, and
the abbe's wor
Leyond the grave
should think of.”

So alternately reproaching mysell and
praying for aid, prayers that brought no re
lief, 1 passed the night, and in the
hours of the morning stole back into the cas
tle. Lound the fire in the great hall, the
figures of my followers were stretched,
but one, who kegpt watch, but recognizing
e did not challenge. 1 passed by softly,
and entered the other room. The abbe had
dropped asleep over his breviary, the lamp
burning low beside him.,

Rolled in a cloak, and half reclining
against a saddle, 8t, Armande was in a pro
found slumber. [ took the lamp iy bhand,
and holding it aloft, surveyed the sleeping
figure. A last hope had come to my mind
that 1 was mistaken, that perhaps 1 was
jumping too quickly to conclusions. But no,
there was not a doubt of it. There could
be no mistaking that fair face with its deli-
cate features, the straight nose, the curved
Low of the lips, half hidden under its dis-
guise, the small shapely bead with its natural
curls of short golden hair—oh! 1 knew all
these too well, It was Doris d’'Entrangues
without shadow of doubt, and no blind beg
gar, who groped his way through a hfe-long
darkness, was blinder than I had been. |
set down the lamp softly, and with n sick
heart stepped back into the hall, where 1

: ‘l“"' " ‘ wa
ing would induce ine to add
to the one 1 I

as -.Il" et
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found room for myself until the morning,
which indeed it was already. With the
snrise, | awakened from a fitful sleep by

hearing Dande Nere's voive,
“SWhat news?’ | asked as | drew the old
soldier aside,

| evervthing his own

| eonfuse ('{)'

the news and in more or less exelte
ment listened to him who whistled,

As soon as he took his «eut he pnek-
ered his lips and sent forth the prelnde
and intermezzo by Mazcagni. Then he
passed to the “Salve Dimorm"” from
“Faust,” bt beeame involved in ayme
of its intrdeacies. He jumped skillfolly

into “Conl Black Lady.” and l-;nlﬁ'
wound this up dashed into a favorite
march., Then bhe tackled Walther's song

and wrestled with 1y

Having accomplished

in “Tannhauser”

to vood effect

this in three miles of his journey, he
got to work on the “Jaolly Brothers"”
valtz, danced through it and bachk

in into romantie opera ITe hné
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farther 1l
ssrve how long it
off with the warbler and fo
to the Still the musie
nmerrily on and the man of many tunes
disappeared down the avenue still busy
with his mouthpiece,

“Sam Weller in Bath was no
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followed. “Asanallsaround, two-hand
ed whistler that man is entitled to ¢
monument,"—Chicago Chron!
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tev, Patrick Watson, vicar of Farle
fleld, a great authority on the Holy
Land, who had justdied near Cairo, wae

a stickler for accuracy.

of arms ouce

Aun amusing

passage took place b's

| tween him and the present archbishoy

of Canterbury. A committee report
was under consideration, and Mr. Wet
son objected to the heading: “Ije

moval of Premises,” on the ground the
the things inside the premises were re
moved and not the bilding. Dr. Tem
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the ketile boils, but i
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NEELED THE SOAP.

The Amiability of Women Shoppers
in a Dargain Store Rush Is
Truly Fetehing.

Tt wae at & department store bargain conn-
ter for odds and ends, Women squeezed
and elbowed and shoved to get alongside the
counter. Frequently two of them happened
to pick up the same bargain at one and the
same Lime, and then the r‘mlh retained their
cluteh on it and looked daggers at each other
until the stronger of the two won the vie
tory or the bargain was rent into rihbons,

A baughty matron with an electrie seal
coat picked up a box containing three cakes
of imported soap for eight cents at the same
moment that an humble looking little wom-
an in a!hnlul tan coat had fastened her grasp
OX,

“1 believe I was the first to take hold of
‘his,” said the matron in the electric seal
freezing!

"The humble I-ml.mz little woman held on
for a minute, studying her antagonist, then
she slowly relaxed her ’m.d on lrc box

‘Well, you can have it,” she said, amiably.
“You look as if you need the soap. “

The bargain counter is the place to ob-.
serve how they love one another.—Washing
ton Post,

-
There is more Catarrh in this section ot
the country than all other diseases put to-
gether, and until the last few years was
supposed to be incurable, For a great many
years doctors pronounced it a local disease,
and prescribed local remedies, and by con
stantly failing to cure with local treatment,
pronounced it incurable. Science has proven
catarrh to be a constitutional disease, and
therctore requires constitutional treatment.
Hall's Catarrh Cure, manufactured by F.
Cheney & Co,, lnlrdn Ohie, 18 the nnly
constitutional cure on the market. It is
taken internally in doses from 10 drops to a
:n-ponnful ll acts directly on the blood
aud mucous surfaces of the system. They
offer one hundred dollars for any case it |
Send for circulars and testi-
Address ¥. J. Cheney & Co., To-

m-ln;‘in

| Jeds Sald by Druggists, 75¢.

| et toget
tsiders from getting on to their seraps.”'—

lody over |

lh I's Famil y Pills are the best.
- -

A Meddlesome Amatear,
*“Uncle Biil, what i1s a political love feast "
“Well, it 1s when a ng lot of politicians
ber and pledge themselves to keep

lodianapolis Journal

- o -
The Dest Preseription for Chills
and Fever is a bottle of Guove's Tastriess
une Tox Itos slmply tron wnd guinine in

Nocure no pay
- -
Aleoholle or ‘o!.
Customer—My room is full of rats, and—
Drug Clerk o8, mir lh you nu'lbl’.-
mo or strychnine? Philadeiphia Press

mlusicioss lorm

To Cure (ol‘ n Une Day
Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets. All
Cruggists refund money i it falls to cure. 3o,

A bachelor says that widows weep not be
ecause of the loss of a hushand, but because of
the lack of one.~Clicago Duly News

-
The Queen & CCrescent
Only M hours to New Orleans. The Queen
& Urescent s the shortest line South
--

It isn't w0 easy to ecollect as to recollect

what men owe you —Chicngo Dispateh,

Facts
For Sick

- holds the record for the

nothing |

largest numbeor of abso-
luto Oures of female llis
is Lydia E. Pinkham’s

Vegetable Compound.

Third Alllettersto Mrs.
Pinkham are
smrod’ by women
This fact l. oertifled to
the mayor and

nere

“A Miss is As
Good as a Mile.”

If you are not entirely aell, yor are
dl, lliness does not mean deaih’s Joor,
Itis a sense of queariness, a **tired
feeling,”” a life filled wwith "“nll'/l"v\
pains and nffermg. In 90¢ of cases
the blood is to blame. Hood's Sarsa-
parilla is Nature's corrective for dis-
orders of the blood. Remember

Hoodss Savsapari

|
|

ancestor in the celebrat .,l
| n\mr,»\ﬂ \nlh William t}

WILLING TO TRY IT.

Ne Lineage Necessary an Long as He

MHad a SufMiciency of the
Coln,

“1 suppose,” she said,
tlie pary
w

“bat

queror?”’

“Perhaps,” he replied,

lnnlud the matter up

“Of course you are a lneal desee
H
some one who came overin the Maytlower?
“I don't know, It s possibie that | am,

but | have never hunted up the records

from an nthur of the

1
U Aare descy _

wary

' she went on, "'y
n volul

“Well,'

aren't v ou?

Finding himself cornered he broke down

and confessed

ski,

“My father's name was Szichrerskendow-

the

which he changed to Dows with

sanction of the court

She sat for a moment

asked

hﬂ.rr to leave you'
| “] figure that my share of the estate will
be about $2,000,000," he saud
“All right,” she answered briskly, “we
e Lneage U-l

AR worry .2..[)3 without
sg;ii be happy,

“How much did yOU KAy you expect ed yo

ad,

‘that you had an
| have never

ndant of

war,

almost  crushed,
Then hope scemed to return to her and sha

ear.” —Chicago Tiumes-llen

rice M

S

oes your head ache ? Painbacko
roureyeu? Badtasiciny our mouth 7

t's your liver! A)erl Pills are
liver pills. They cure constipation,
headache, dyspepsia, and all liver

| complaints, 2 25¢. Al drupgists,

Wml your moustacho or beard & beautilul
n or rich biack ¥ Then use
the

BUCKINGHAM'S DYE hiskers

and an-

loroll.m and others of

taining theso oartificates.
Every aillng woman Is
Invited to write to Mrs.
Pinkham and get her ad-
vice free of ge.
Lydh B l’lntlum Med. Co., Lynu. lns

v F1SO'S CURE FOR
| G ¥ ' | S Tk

| CAnen

SLE08. 32 Reamans £o & & b Nann, B M

@ FOR 14 czurs

Warth 0100, for 14 conin

Above 10 Phge worth Lo, we wi
h -, lu other wilh our

EB

Send your name and address on 2
postal, and we will send you our 156-
page illustrated catalogue free,

WINCHESTER REPEATING ARMS CO.

180 Winchester Avenue, New Maven, Conn,

tiptient w

Heedin
f
e, al

and
absorhy

parts
‘5“ on recelpt of price. ‘o
1 AM> MG, CO, Frops

6666&&6

atl smoked
IHAUSEIIS' LIQUID nuuct OF SMOKE,
Made from hlrl-u’ wood, Cheaper,
awoeter, and surer Lthan the old way Sen
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Dook of testimoninie and L6 daye’ (e
N W UREENS SUNS, Hox 1), Aliants
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One reason why travelersto Texas go via Memphis
and the Cotton Belt is, that the Cotton Belt is from
25 to 100 miles shorter than other toutes. This saving
in distance makes a corresponding saving in time.
Thesn tealns earry Pullman Sleepers at night, Parlor Oafe Care
Auring the day snd Throngh Cosches and Free Reclining Clinir Cuary
both -( sud night. This service compares faverably with that of
any road In the conntry
Write and tell us where yon are golng and s hen you will 1eave,
and we will tell you what your ticket will @ost and what train to tako L)
to make the hest time and connsctions, “- will also send you an
Intoresting little book, “A Trip to Texas."
FRED. H, JONES, D, P. A., Mempbhis, Tenn. W.C. PEELER, T. P, A., Memphjs, Teon.
W, 0. ADAMS, T, P, A, Chattanvoga, Tenn,
E. W. LaBEAUME, Q. P. and T, A., St. Leuis, Mo,




